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How Much Does Your

Penn Mutual Life Ins. Co.
"""‘;"'{.1"55'6' """""

AREE . LV e LGS
Age80 ........ $12.60
Agedb ........ 81415
ApeD . ... o050 81048
Agedb . ....... $19.9

80 ., ....... $26.05
WlAtl;'o';nun Mﬂcﬁomutot‘nvel,m-

g i or occupation,
No limitation. Can be carried as long

as you li without :
" vfydends ve, out re-examination

declared annually. All forms
of insurance llao)liciea issued fn sums from
$1,000 to $100,000. Incorporated 1847,

Assets $70,000,000. No other com{mnz
as

in Florida issues this policy, so don’
other agents about its ?&3 ints, Nat-
g

urally they are not tel cm. Write
uadlrectl«v)rparﬂcuhrs o

ACOSTA & BAHL

STATE AGENTS
401-2-3 Dyd-w Bidg, Jacksonviile, Fa.
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CHAS.BLUM & CO
Y W \‘(:‘W \’x'

JACKSONVILLE FLA

"Knight..

Wholesale and Retail

ON™

CHINA  GLASS TINWARE
~ CROCKERY
WOOD AND WILLOW WARE

Largest stook | Baltimore
and PRICES EQUALLY A8 LOW

Knight CrocKery Co.
JacKsonville, Fla.

The GREATEST Amount of Assurance
for the LEAST Money, In the
STRONGEST Company In
the World.

We will sell & man, aged 35, our
GUARANTEED Annuity Bond, Life
Contract, Ten Mod Dollars for
$102.82. Think of it! Only $10.28

per $1,000.00. Other ages in propor-

«tion.

We do not knew what other com-
panies are duinr, but we do know we
are selling this contract, and have
been for some time. Before buying
Pretection for your loved ones, it will

pay you to see or write to me first,
J. S. GOLES, JR., Mgr.
Equitable Life Assurance Society,
Duval Building,
Jacksonville, Florida.

Mons. Beaucaire

[Continued from Seventh Page]
CHAPTER 1V.

There fell a clear September night,
when the moon was radiant over town
and country, over cobbled streets and
winding roads. From the fields the
mists rose slowly, and the air was mild
and fragrant, while distances were white
and full of mystery. All of Bath that
pretended to fashion or condition was
Ktesent that evening at a fete at the
ouse of a country gentleman of the
neighborhood. When the stately junket
was concluded, it was the pleasure of M.
de Chateaurien to form one of the escort
of Lady Mary’s carriage for the return.
As they took the road, Sir Hugh Guil-
ford and Mr. Bantison, engaging in in-
distinct but vigorous remonstrance with
Mr. Molyneux over some matter, fell
fifty or more paces behind, where they
continued to ride, keeping up their argu-
ment. Half a dozen other gallants rode
in advance, muttering among themselves,
or attending laxly upon Lady Mary’s
aunt on the other side of the coach,
while the happy Frenchman was per-
mitted to ride close to that adorable
window which framed the fairest face in
England.

He sang for her a little French song,
a song of the voyageur who dreamed ot
home. The lady, listening, looking up
at the bright moon, felt a warm drop
upon her cheek, and he saw the tears
sparkling upon her lashes,

“Middemoiselle,  he whispered then,
“1, too, have been a wanderer, but my
dreams were not of France; no, I do not
dream of that home, of that dear coun
try. It is of a dearer country, a dream
country—a country of gold and snow,”
he cried softly, looking at her white
brow and the fair, lightly powdered hair
above it. “Gold and snow, and the blue
of n lady’s eyes!”

“I had caought the ladies of France
were dark, sir”

“Cruel! It is that she will not under-
stan’!  Have I speak of the ladies of
France? No, no, no! It is of the faires’
country; yes, 'tis a province of heaven,
mademoiselle, Do T not renounce my
allegiance to France? Oh, yes! 1 am
subjec’—no, content to be slave—in the
lan” of the blue sky, the gold, and the
snow.,”

“A very pretty figure,” answered Lady
Mary, her eyes downcast. “But does ¢
not hint a notable experience in the
making of such speeches?”

“Tormentress!  No. It prove’ only
the inspiration it is to know you.”

“We English ladies hear plenty of
the like, sir; and we even grow brilliant
enough to detect the assurance that lies
beneath the courtesies of aur own gal-
lants,”

“Merci! 1 should believe so0!”
ejaculated M. de Chateaurien; but he
smothered the words upon his lips.

Her eyes were not lifted. She went
on: “We come, in time, to believe that
true feeling comes faltering forth, not
glibly;  that smoothness betokens the
adept in the art, sir, rather than your
true—your: true—"  She was herself
faltering; more, blushing deeply, and
halting to a full stop in terror of a
word. There wis a silence,
“Your—true—lover,” he said huskily.
When he had said that word both trem-
bled. She turned half away into the
darkness of the coach.

“I know what make' you to doubt
me,” he said, faltering himself, though
it was not his art that prompted him,
“They have tol’ you the French do
nothing al—ways but make love, is it
not so? Yes, you think I am like that.
You think I am like that now!”

She made no sign.

“I suppose,” he sighed, “I am un-
rix'nable; T would have the snow not
g0 col’—for jus’ me.’

She did not answer.
“Turn to me,” he said.
The fragrance of the field eame to

'them, and from the distant the faint.

clear note of hunting horn.

“Turn to me.”

The lovely head “was bent very low,
Her little gloved hand lay upon the

| breeze,

narrow window ledge, He laid |his
own gently upon it. The two hands
were shaking like twin leaves in the
Hers was not drawn away,

) a pause, neither knew how long,
Itft;::lt tlﬁan warm fingers turn and clasp
themselves tremulously about his own.
At last she looked up bravely and met
his eyes. The horn was wound again—

m‘l‘glrl. the cold was gone from the

snows—Ilong ago,” he said. .

81 “My lwagﬁfﬁl.” he whiuper?d; l’f was
all he sould say. “My beautiful!” But
she clutched his arm, startled.

@ware the road!” A wild halloo
sounded ahead. The horn wound loud-
ly. ‘““Ware the road!” There sprang
up out of the night a flying thunder
of hoof-beats. The gentlemen riding
idly in front of the coach scattered
to the hedge-sides; and, with drawn
swords flashing in the moon, a Pﬂ;l'ty
of horsemen charged down the high-
way, their cries blasting the night.

“Barber! Kill the barber!” the
screamed. “Barber! Kill the barber!”

Beaucaire had but time to (}ruw his
sword when they were upon him.

“Amoi!” his voice rang out clearly
as he rose in his stirrups. “A  moi,
Francois, Louis, Berquin! A moi, Fran-
cois!”

The cavaliers came straight at him,
He parried the thrust of the first, but
the shock of collision hurled his horse
against the side of the coach.

“Sacred swine!” he cried bitterly.
“To endanger a lady, to make this
brawl in a lady’s presence! Drive on!”
he shouted.

“No!” cried Lady Mary.

The Frenchman's asailants  were
masked, but they were not highway-
men. “Barber! Barber!” they shouted
hoarsely, and closed in on him in a
cirele,

“See how he use his steel!” laughed
M. Beaucaire, as his point passed
through a tawdry waistcoat. For a
moment he cut through the ring and
cleared a space about him, and Lady
Mary saw his face shining in the moon-
light. “Canaille!” he hissed, as his
horse sank beneath him; and, though
guarding his head from the rain of
blows from above, he managed to drag
headlong from his saddle the man who
had hamstrung the poor brute. The
fellow came sudenly to the ground, and
lay there,

“Is it not a compliment,” said a
heavy voice, “to bring six large men
to subdue monsieur?”

“Oh, you are there, my frien’! In
the rear—a little in the rear, I think.
Ha, ha!”

The Frenchman’s play with his
weapon was a revelation of skill, the
more extraordinary as he held in his
hand only a light dress sword. But
the ring closed about him, and his keen
defense could not avail him for more
tl.mn a few moments, Lady Mary’s out-
riders, the gallants of her escort, rode
up close to the coach and encircled it
not interfering.

“Sir Hugh Guilford!” eried Lady
Mary wildly, “if you will not help him,
give me your sword!” She would have

leaped to the ground, but Sir
held the door. . ir  Hugh

“Sit quiet, madam,” he said to her;
“I(‘,l'l. to the man on the box, “Drive
on,

“If he does, I'll kill him!” she said
fiercely, “Ah, what cowards! Will you
see the Duke murdered?”

“The  Duke!” laughed Guilfo
. _ rd.

Chey - will not. kill him, un'less—lu\
easy, dear madam, 'twill he explained,
Gad’s life!” he muttered to Molyneux,

“Twere time the varlet had hi -
ing! D'ye hear her?” sk
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Strong and enduring

OLD HICKORY and
WHITE HICKORY WAGONS

A GOOD MEAL
IS ASSURED

when you stop at

The Duval

Gor. Hogan & Forsyth
Jacksonville, Fla.

THE ARAGON

And your comfort and convenience

is assured. Ample accommoda-

tions. Superior service, Cuisine
unexcelled °

THE ARAGON " s

gy ¢ o J

Windsor Hote

Jacksonville’s Finest

and Florida’s Largest

and Best Year-Round
Hotel

DODGE & GULLENS

Owners and Managers
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Convenient to business

Everett Hotel

JACKSONVILLE, FLA.

Bay and Julia Sts.

A Telephone in Your Room
"~ if You Stop at

The Park Hotel

Jacksonville, Fla.

T

Columbus Buggies

Are sold In
Jacksonville, Florida
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M’'MURRAY & BAKER

'STEAM HEATED

NEWLY FURNISHED
— CAFE SERVICE

Cay, Shine & McCall

FIRE INSURANCE
312 Dyal-Upohuroh Bdg, Jackseavilie, Fia.
Phone 1966




